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38 - Lights and Shadows 1984 
"IN HIS FOOTSTEPS" (continued) 
Donovan had been lucky. Mitch was, more or less, his trainer, accoun­
tant, mentor, and friend. He had met him the first day in that part of town, 
and they knew that they had some kind of destiny together. Mitch provided 
room and board, and Jimmy ran from his past across gravel rooftops. Always 
to that last building, never ceasing his struggle until his feet skidded onto 
the ninth roof with an eerie finality. 
The access door behind them creaked open and clanged against a cinder 
block that was used to prop it open. Jimmy and Mitch turned as three figures 
emerged from the stairwell. Silhouetted on the skyline were two rather tall 
men, and beside them walked a tiny, frail figure of perhaps four or five feet 
tall, a child. The trio grew closer to them. 
"I take it, then," Jimmy speculated coldly, "one of the men will go with you 
to the ninth and the kid'II start the race." 
"IN HIS FOOTSTEPS" (continued) 
Mitch sniffed. "S'pose so. We'll see." 
"What's 'at supposed to mean?" Jimmy turned to him. Mitch managed a 
weak grin, shrugged vaguely. 
The three stood before them now. Jimmy guessed that the two men were 
twins, both sporting ill-shaven beards. They each had a stubby pug nose, and 
their eyes were hidden by greasy locks of hair hanging out from beneath 
leather flight caps. A foul stench emanated from their rumpled clothing. 
One of the men spoke. Jimmy wasn't sure which. A heavy Irish voice said, 
"We are the ones who contacted you. You got the money?" 
Mitch withdrew a roll of bills from his pants cuff. All eyes watched as his 
flighty fingers counted out fifty dollars, a little more than half the stack. "Fifty," 
Mitch announced daringly, "says my man here is best. Why don't we let the 
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42 - Lights and Shadows 1984 
"IN HIS FOOTSTEPS" (continued) 
Taking out his frayed wallet, Jimmy walked into Mitch's bedroom. From the 
wallet he pulled a yellowed photograph that had been the only warm thing 
in his life. He placed it on the crate beside his bed, knowing that when Mitch 
saw it, he would understand all that had happened-and was going to 
happen-tonight. 
T he sidewalks were going to be even colder on the way back to Queens. 
He leaned down, kissed Mitch lightly on the forehead as he slept, and started 
walking. □
